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promise, and fail to keep my promise. I fall, and he picks me up. Through the cursed papers I have dragged my brother through the mud, but the sweet Saviour could hardly forgive me more fully than Larry does, for, look you, he never forgets that I am the son of my father, who was accursed before me, while he is the son of oui poor mother — blessed be her name! It isn't that 1 don't try. I keep straight until the agony of longing begins to turn into a mad desire to do bodily harm tc someone — anyone, and then, fearing worse, I drink my fill, and the papers find me out, and are not content tc tell of the disgraceful condition of Joseph Barrett, but must add, always, 'the brother of the prominent actor Mr. Lawrence Barrett/ Poor Larry! poor little delicate chap that he used to be, with his big, brainy head — too heavy for his weak neck and frail body to carry."
And then he told me of their sorrowful life, their poverty. The often-idle father and his dislike for the delicate boy, whose only moment of happiness was when the weary mother, the poor supper over, sat for a little tc breathe and rest, and held his heavy head upon her loving breast, while Joe sang his songs or told all the happenings of the day.
That happy Joe, who had no pride and was quite as satisfied without a seat to his small trousers as with one Then he told me how hard it was for Lawrence to learn how he had to grind and grind at the simplest lesson, bul once having acquired it, it was his for life.
" Why, even now," said he, " in confidence I'm telling you, my brother is studying like a little child ai French, and it does seem that he cannot learn it. H< works so desperately over it, a doctor has warned hiir he must choose between French and his many " parts' or break down from overwork. But he will go on hammering at his parlez-vous until he learns them or die* trying."
" If you were to live with your brother, might not thai help to keep you strong?" I asked.